

The contention of the two fmout Uoufet , 

Q». Oh Henry Jbuttit the doome of gentle Suffolkes banilh 

King. Vn gentle Queene to call him gentle Suffolk 
Speake not for him, for in England he (hall net reft. 

If I fay,I may relent .but if I l'weare,it is irreuocablc. 

Come good fVanvic^e, and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King auUlTarmckf, Manet jQu.and Suffolke. 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two of you,the diuell make the third, 

Fie womanifti man,canft thou not curfe thy eoemies ? 

Sujf. A plague vpon them, wherefore ftiould I curfe them# 
Could curfes kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As lcane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue (hould ftumble in mine 
Mine eyes ftiould fparkle like the beaten 
My haire be fix t on end,as one diftraught, 

And euery ioynt ftiould feemc to curfe and 
And now me-thinkesmy burthened heart would 
Should I not curfe thcm.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe.then gall,the daintieft thing they taftc. 

Their fweeteft (hade a groue of Cypreflc trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frightfull.like the ferpents hifle. 

And boding fcritch-owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. 

Enough fweete Suffolke , thou torments thy felfc. 
Stiff. You bad me ban, and will you bid me ceafe ? 

Now by this ground that I am ban ilht from. 

Well could I curfe away a winters bight, 

And (landing naked on a Mountaine top. 

Where byting cold wouldneuerlet gralfe grow. 

And thinkeitbut aminutc fpent in fport. 

Qmm> 
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YorkeanJ LancaHer. * , . 

Oueene No more.Sweete Suffolk* hie thee hence to France, 
nr hue where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
il, haue an Into that (hah finde thee out, 

V n j lone thou (halt not flay, but ile haue thee repeald. 

Or venter to be banifhed my felfir. 

Oh let this kilTe be printed m thy hand , 

That when thou feed it,thou maift thinke on me. 

Away I fay .that I may fecle my griefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou ftandeft beere. 

Suffolk ! . Thus is poore Suffolke ten times banifhed, 

Once by the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter ZJavrfe. 

Queene.Wo'N now.whither goes Vawfe fo faft ? 

Vawfe. To fignifie vnto his Maiefty, 

ThatCardinall Bedford is at point of death. 

Sometimes heraues and cries as he were mad. 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Hunffrtet Ghoft, 

And whifpers to his Pillow asto him. 

And fonietimes he cals to fpeake vnto theKing, 

And I am going to certifie vnto his Grace, 


Queene. Go then good V <mfe and certifie the King. 

Exit r ate fe. 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men muft die. 

And woe am I for Bevefords hcauy end. 

But why mourne I for him, whilft thou art heere ? 

S weete Sujfolke hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou fure muft die. 

Suff, had if I go I cannot liue : but heere to die, 

VVhat were it elfe,but like a pleafant (lumber in thy lap ? 

Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
as milde and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips, 

VVhere from my fight Ifhould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy -lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo into thy body, 

F and 
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